READING. WRITING AND REVOLUTION 253
"little people"—the down-and-outers, waifs and strays al-
ways present, whom the jazz age loftily had ignored.*
Others, moved by authentic knowledge and an awkward
earnestness, ignored the principles of literary craftsmanship;
their very lack of schooling became a publisher's blurb. To-
day the novels of Alb'ert Halper, Meyer Levin, Michael Gold,
Grace Lumpkin and Albert Maltz are almost unreadable.
Doctrinaire communism, in particular, seemed curiously at
odds with good writing, as if Marx's own ineotitude were
inherited by his cult.
Better examples of proletarian fare were Robert Cantwell's
Land of Plenty (1934), Leane Zugsmith's A Time to Re-
member (1936) and Thomas Bell's tender story of love in
the Bronx, Alt Brides Are Beautiful (1936). Erskine Cald-
well wrote vivid and often ribald chronicles of the Southern
poor white, while Richard Wright, understandably a left-
winger like so many other able young Negroes, presented a
powerful, violent story of race tension in Native Son
(1940)* The most impressive work in this general vein was
James T. FarrelTs trilogy of South Chicago, Young Lonigan
(1932), The Young Manhood of Studs Lonigan (1934)
and Judgment Day (1935), a cycle of youth's degeneration
under brutal surroundings and the joblessness of the Great
Depression. Somber and pedestrian in his realism, Farrell
missed the verbal brilliance and technical skill of John Dos
Passos's trilogy about the coming-of-age of Big Business, the
postwar boom and the bubble blown to bursting, in The
42nd Parallel (1930), Nineteen Nineteen (1932) and The
Big Money (1936), presently assembled under the title
17. 5. A (1937). A Marxist in these middle years, Dos
Passos gave indication in The Ground We Stand On (1940),
* A different spirit is displayed in Joseph Mitchell's preface to his Bowery
sketches written near the close of this era, McSorley's Wonderful Saloon (N. Y-»
1943) : "The people in a number of the stories are of the kind that many
writers have recently got into the habit of referring to as 'the little people/
I regard this phrase as patronizing and repulsive. There arc no little people ia
this hook. They are as big as you are, whoever yon are.*'

